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THE UNDERWORLD'S GREATEST FOE IS, IN REALITY DENNY COLT, WHO WAS 
BELIEVED DEAD. OPERATING AS THE SPIRIT FROM VS/ILDV/OOD CEMETERY 
WHERE HE WAS MISTAKENLY BUft.lED.ME SMASHES THE ENEMIES OF SOCIETY 



I'M JOHNNY 
BEAVER AND I'M 

A TOUGH GUV// 
TODAY THEY'RE GONNA 
TURN me LOOSED 



■Sim 



.w 



WT 



« 



\ 



=tas> 



oi 



YEAH.. I'VE BEEN UP HERE IN 
STIR/'J^/L 7C» YOU) FOB THREE 
YEARS. ..WHEN I FIRST CAME IN 

I WAS A GREEN KIP, . . . STOLE 
AUTO TIRES.. BUT NOWi^HA HA.. 
I'M W/SEP UP/ .THE OLC GUYS 

UP HERE HAVE TAUGHT ME THE 

ttPPES/WHEN I GET OUT I'M 
JOINING UP WITH SLM PICKENS' 
GANG. ..SUM YOU KNOW, IS THE 

BIGGEST GANGSTER IN AMERICA, 
- • • PUBLIC ENBMV NO. 2 // 



ft 



M 



p 
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P*r\ 



* 



V 



V. 



ICE BEAKER IN THE MACHINE 
SHOP SAYS ALL I GOTTA DO IS 
SAV I DONE TIME WITH HIM, AND 
PRESTO... I'M A REG'LAR MEM- 
BER OP THE PICKENS GAUG/f 

none OF~TU\SGOtfsf'ST8A/GWT 

STUFP PER ME//VES SIR...VER 
GONNA HEAR ABOUT JOHNNY 

BEAVER SOME DAY/ 



- Ik 



c 






The Spirit 



WHAT?! 

H-WOL.Y SMOKE A' 
I.. I'M SORRY 
GOSW...THE 
GREAT SLIM. 

PICKBNS/ 



SKIP IT, KID.- 

SAX THEY'RE 

<30NWA5Pfc/A«5 
YA,EH? WW AT 

DO YOU AIM TO 
DO.... GO 




STRAIGHT** HA MA.'/ A BIG 
MAW//. ..I WAS GONNA J SWOT?? 
JOIN Yat//2GAN<3...^ / WMMM 
I'M GOMMA BE A S/"G ) GO 

IKE VOU/ /STRAIGHT, 
KID... GO 
STRAIGHT/ 




I WAS ONCE AN HONEST CLERK IN 
A SMALL TOWN GROCERV..JT WAG 

MIOVILLE WITH ME WAS TEP 

QROVBfZ, A CLERK TOO- - . WE WAS 
PALS. . . . WELL, ONE NIGHT JUST 
BEFORE CLOSING TIME ABEL 

KANE THE boss came: in, and.. 





H£\J 



ROBBERY*? \ ABRAHAM 
SURE.'.'. ... I'M LINCOLN 

TIRED OP THIS /STARTED OUT 
PGNNY-ANTE J AS ONE /AW, 
RACKET//. . . . I PLEASE, SLIM... 
GROCERY 7\ CRfSfE Mf MM 
CLEBK . . . PAHf 1 PAVS / 





NO-.-PORTWE 
P-IRST TIME IN MY 
LIFE I'M SANE... 
SIT DOWN.... I'M 
GONNA TELL YOU 
MY STORY.. . 




HOT OCXS ft THIS 
IS WHAT I*VM BEEN 
WAITIN' COR /< 
GIMME TWE KEY 
TO THE ,. 

WAREHOUSE!! 



WHAT?? 

MO . 
SLIM 1 ... 

WE'RE 
HONEST. . . 
YOU'RE NOT 
THINKING OF.. J 




SO, CRIME DON'T PAY UUW** fLL 

SHOW YOU //..I'LL BE WOfcTW 

100,000 BUCKS BY THE TIME 

VOU GET THAT 5 BUCK RAISE 

OLD ABEL KANE PROMISED YA." 

SO LONG, SUCKBR / 




The Spirit 
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. . . IT WAS THE GUN THAT MADE Ma 
SUCCESSFUL . . . BOy/< . WHAT A 
GUN IN THE HAND OP A COWARD 
DOBS//. . - IT MAKES HIM &MAA7? 
BRAVE. . . . EVERY THINS THAT HE 
REALLV ISN'T"/... WELL, TWO 
p MONTHS LATER. . ■ 

WHO SAVS VOU*ttE J THIS 
TAKIN' OVER MY/flt/A/ AKJ' 
DISTKICT * J ME , . -SUM 

PICKENS/ 




...AND WHEN THE SMOKE CLEARED, 
THERE I WAS... HEAD Of=THEBG 
TENTH DISTRICT MO0 // 







THE REST WAS EASY. . . WITH A GUN 
PORA BRAIN. I BEGAN SMOKING 

OUT THE OPPOSITION. . . JUST L IKE 
THE SAS DICTATORS IN EUROPE DQ. . 



REMEMBER THE HALLOWEEN 
A4A4SAC&E??. . THAT WAS ME?! 




, 0Y THE END OI=A yEAR I HAD 
NfV 100,000 DOLLARS, BUT... 



YOU GONNJA "\ NO/ I WANT , 
RETIRE NOW, ) MORE.. .MORE/ 
BOSS? ,— S I'M GOING TO 
ORGANIZE THE 

GREATEST MOB IN 

THE HISTORY OP THE 
UNITED STATES// 
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The Spirit 



. . / H/BEO THE BESTCROOKGP LAW- 
VEhS. . . PLANNED SOBBEQIES WITH 
THE 8EST PHONEY ENGINEERS THAT 

i cqulp e/M&. . 



. . . WITH THE AID OP GUNMEN I PUT 
KEY MEN INTO OPFICE . - , 




. . . BRIBERY ANDTERROR Dip THE 
BEST'/. . I SOON CONTROLLED EVERY] 
POLITICIAN EXCEPT THE MAVOG ANP 

THE POLICE COMMISSIONER 



lOOK u£QZ,0OLAN... 

Wi-IV DON'T'CUA BE 

SENSIBLE AMD RESIGN ? 

MERE'S A CH"Rf$TMA$ 




WHY .YOU MISERABLE THUG.'/... 

I'VE SEEN YOUR KIND BEF05E... 
ROe..CHEAT-~KILL.~&UT THE 

HONEST PEOPLE ALWAYS WIN 
OUT--'- AMD /'M GOING TO-BE IN 
OPf=fCE TO SEE \X HAPPEN// 



EV, BOSS 
DO IT? 



■ : 



A/O...MECANT 
DO A THING , . MY 
POLITICIANS WILL 
BLOCK EVEDY MOVE 

WE MAKES HAW.'/ 

HONEST PEOPLE / WHV, 
EVEPY HONEST SAP IN 

TOWN 15 SCAREP OF ME! 




I 
WAG 

RIGHT.. 
auT r 

PO&GOT 

ABOUT 

ONE 

HONEST 
. GUV 



rne 

GPfRIT// 



HE WALKEQ INTO 
MY OP f= ICE ONE 
■NIGHT SUCSE 
HAD NERVE... 
KAU5E T HAP 

GUNMEN ALL 

\0\!ER The PLAC£!\ 




THl$ 4 MV SKINNY NAPOLEON, IS 

YOUJ? W&TBRLQOf 'YOUP FIMGEP- 
PPINTS ARE iPENTICAL WITH 
THOSE FOUNP ON THE JACK 
HANPLE that KtLLEP 
ABEL KANE ff 
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HHLLO...POZ-AA/-..TWIS IS THE 
SPIRIT- > -GET A CELL BEADy FOR 
PICKENS //. . YEP. . . I KNEW 
MDU'D BE GLAD...BVTWE WAV, 
SEND A SQUAD UP TO COLLECT 
SUM'S SroOGBS... I'LL BRING 
■IN PICKENS MYSELF- •• OP 
COURSE I HAVE £WQENCE/f"* 
TWE PJNGE&PRINTS ON THB 

JACK NANPLEARB SUM'S... 
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The Spirit 



. . . / WAS GUT ON EAST HIGHWAY 
TH/MK/NG THAT I'D MADE A NICE 
GETAWAY, WHEN OUT OF THE SKY 
COMBS THE SPIRIT IN A PLYING 
AUTO £ AIN'T EVER SEEN BEPORE. 



i'M GUN-CRAZY BY THEN SO I 




HA/ I HIT 

HIS MOTOR ll 




. . BUT AT THE SAME TIME I FQR&ET 
TO LOOK WHERE I'M GQ/N'.* .... 




. - LUCK WAS WITH ME. ...I WASN'T 
HURT.. ANO AS SOON AS I'M Oh/ 
MY f=EEX r RUN FOR THE NEAR-\ 
1 EST HOUSE 




WHY//. . IT'S , \ YES, $L/M...^ 

rep groveM ) you see, i I 

M THIS SWANKY/ NOW OWN A 
HOUSE I y LARGE CHAIN 

OF GROCERY 




wHENvouwae/?! and / 
ABEL KAN£ f HIS 7 CALLED 

STORE WAS LEFT \ YOU A 
TO M£. . . BY WARD \ SUCKER '. 
»WORK I BUILT IT 




«oO LONG/ 
TED. .THANKS 
- GUESS VOU 

HOMEST 

GUYS ARE 
O.K. AT 




■ -- ■ " " - — T 

. .Tut oar across the yaro..:my 

FEET SEEMED LIKE LBAO 






— - 



.SUDDENLY SOMETHING LIKE AM 
EXPRESS TRAIN HIT ME ....IT WAS 
| THg SPIRIT. 




*** 



The Spirit 
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WELL, f L/M PICKENS... VOU 
DON'T LOOK SO TOUGH NOW. 




. .that was the beginning o/=the 
gn& . i spent all my dough c>n 
phoney lawyegs,8ut they were 
no help. . -the evidence was so 

SlMPLB rr couldn't se BEAT . • . 



Si? 




BUT, YOUR A KID, THE 
POLITICAL PRIENDS VOU 

PR1ENOS..J BUY LAST ONLY 
AS LONG AS THE 

DOUGH HOLDS 
OUT/ 






HEY, TURNKEY. 

WHERE IS HE 

GOIN'T 





LATER.. IKi THE OPP-lCC 


OF THE 


WARDEN.. 




HERE, JOHNNY' ^ 


[!M 


BEAVER*. ..here's m 


\ GONNA 


YOUR PAPEfcS/ YOU'RE 


\GET ME 


A PREE MAN. . . .WHAT I A JOB. 


DO YOU PLAN TO 


S AN 


^^ DO MOW? r— f 


honest 


^^^^■L— J mL^^^r_^^0^ \- 


JOB// 



^-.1 
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RRENDA BANKS, WHO IS REALLY CADV i6/CKATTENDSA 
[FASHIONABLE DINNER. 



4 3m*C'Dafa) 





BRENDA STILL REMEMBERS 
THE CONVERSATION AT THE 
TABLE AS SHE BIDS HER 
HOSTE 




dENNIE 
CAVANAUGH. 
REMEMBER 
HER. .SHE 

WAS THE 

SHYEST 





i 



/ WONDER fF 
SHE GT/LL 
LIVES IN THE 
OLD FIFTH 
AVENUE HOUSE? 



A FEW MOMENTS AFTER MID- 
NIGHT LADV LUCK STANDS 
BEFORE THE DARKENED 
CAVANAUGH MANSION. 








SHE BREAKS INTO A 
CELLAR WINDOW AND 
CLIMBS INTO INKY 
BLACKNESS. 





Lady Luck 



WHAT WEALTH ALL THIS 
PONDEROUS GRANDEUR 
REPRESENTS..! WONDER 
IF JENNIE INHERITED IT? 




AT THE HEAD OF THE STAIRS 
SHE PAUSES.. r 
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CADY LUCK PEERS INTO A. 
LIGHTED ROOM THROUGH THE 
HALF OPEN DOOR 





r STOP "\||/^BUT AUNT 



SNIVELING, 
NIE.' 




y WHY SHOULD AN OLD 
/WOMAN LIKE VOU PREVENT 
MY MARRYING THE MAN 
I LOVE? WHAT DO 
YOU KNOW ? 




KNOW YOU'RE AN 
UNGRATEFUL GIRLf 
AFTER ALL I'VE DONE f 
YOU KNOW I'VE WILLED 
MY FORTUNE 

^N-=-. to you/ 

to, ,,/ 



I 



\itvX 



•7 



S 



\ 



:..< 



GRATITUDES FOR BEING Y1 
KEPT A PRISONER? I'LL -* 
£X SHOW YOU WHAT I THINK 
OF THAT/ 






BUT THE INERT FIGURE 
CONTINUES TO TALK. 





/ 

I 

\ 


r OH/ HORRIBLEf 
SHE'S COLD.' DEAD,' 
SHE'S BEEN DEAD . 
S. FOR A LONG / 

^ . TIME/' —-< 

\*^_ ^/4- 










^ 


. 


**»■ V^w' 


S^vV' 


V 






J>»^ -V 


Z;a 
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Lady Luck 



OON'T VOU 
REMEMBER ME , 
JENNIFER? WE 

WENT TO SCHOOL 

r 




THE YOUNG MAN DODGES NIM- 
BLY PAST MIS BLOCKER AND 
HEADS FOR THE STAIRS. 



A THIN BLADE SPARKLES 
IN THE GLOOM BUT... 



TUE THRUST IS DETOURED BY 
A LIGHT INTERFERENCE FROM 

BEHIND. 4 7 

* NO CARVING 
YOU TODAV, BROTHER/ 




WMA? WHERE'D 
YOU COME 
FROM? WHO 
ARE YOU? 




r UGH .'THIS 
PLACE GIVES ME 
THE CREEPS.' I 
WONDER HOW 
JENNIE STANDS 
IT... I'M HER.. 




SUDDENLY AN UNEAQTHLV CACKLE 
BPEAKG THE SILENCE. 



W 



V 



WHAT ARE YOU 
DOING IN MY 
HOUSE? YOU/ 
.YOUNG MAN/.. 
DO YOU QEALLV 
THINK YOU 
CAN MARRY 

MY NIECE? 

GET 
OUT/ 



Lady Luck 




i am a distant cousin of 
lvdia cavanaugh ..i can 
forge checks against 
her fortune so long 
( /\s the world thinks 
She is alive. .Jennifer 
is sole heir if she 
marries or if 
the old lady 
DIES/ 



■\- 



OLD LVD/A DID O/S BUT NO- 
BODY KAJEW, NOT EVEN 
UENNIFEQ. I USED A 
MICROPHONE TO MAKE 
PEOPLE THINK SHE STILL 

LIVED* 



- 



:■■ ': ■ 



■ 



-,(: 



\. 
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Y THIS ISA SIMPLE SOLUTION 
TO A DEEP MYSTERY.. GIRL 
GETS FORTUNE, GIRL GETS 
BOY. THEY BOTH GET 
MARRIED AND EVERY- 
BODY'S . HAPPY T 




PAGE |2 



■ 




■■ 



W.MORGAN THOMAS 



MR. MYSTIC, AN 

American endowed w/rm 

HE SECRETS OF MAGIC, USES 
HIS POWERS TO BATTLE THE 
FORCES OF THE SUPERNATURAL 
FLYING TO SPAIN, HE MEETS HIS 
FIANCEE. THEY STROLLTHROUGH 
THE FORESTS OF ANDORRA , 




T'S STARTING TO 
I RAIN.. WE'D BETTER 
FIND A SHELTER 
HERE. WE'LL GET 
50AKED IF WE TRY 
TO TURN BACK. 




LOOK..U 
THERE'S A 
PLACE OVER 
THERE.' 



^ M **$/M 




BR R! WHAT A 
SPOOKY LOOK- 
ING PLACE.' 
-' ■' '? / 



; 



BETTER THAN 
GETTING WET, 

COME ON.' 





H MM.. LOOKS 
DESERTED. 
HELLO.'ANY- 
BODY HERE 7 





I'LL 6ET I 



NO ONE'S 
BEEN HERE FOR 
CENTURIES.' A 
MARVELOUS 
STATE OF 
PRESERVA- 
TION 
THOUGH/ 



'GUESS THERE'S M 
NO ONE AROUND. 
THIS PLACE GIVES 
ME THE CREEPS.' 





Mr. Mystii 
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V^ELLfVSAB^Lr SO V0UVE 
FINALLY RETURNED-' I'LL 
TELL JUAN YOU'VE COME 
BACK ... WAIT MERE f 



WITH HARDLVA 

GLANCE AT THE TWO, 

THE STRANGER 
TURNS WIS BACK.. 



AND QUIETLY 
DISAPPEARS INTO 
THIN AIR. . , . 




H-HE'S 
G-GONE.' 
UE'SA 
G-G-G- 
GHO-,' 






GHOST, DEAR... 

WONDER WHAT 
HE MEANT WHEN 
HE CALLED YOU 
Y5ABEL?..AND 
WHO'S JUAN?? 
WERE, LETS TAKE 
A LOOK AT THE 
BOOK ON THAT 



IT'S THE DIARY OF DON JUAN 
DE LEON/. IT MUST BE THE 
JUAN OUR SPOOKY TRIEND 
WAS TALKING OF.LISTEN.. 
'AND ON THIS JULY DAY, 
14-85. MY WIFE YSABEL 
LEFT ME.'V 



1£ 




SEE WHAT YOU DID? YOU 
MADE THE POOR FELLOW 
KILL HIMSELF? AREN'T 
YOU ASHAMED? 



«-• 



ELENA. r WAlT. r 
DON'T GET SORE 
I KNOW IT ISN'T 
VOUR FAULT VOU 
LOOK LIKE 
SOMEONE 
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Mr. Mystic 




OH." IT'S A FIGHT V 
VOU WANT, IS IT? I 
O.K.. HERE WE I 
• GO/ - 



EXCHANGING THRUST FOR 
THRUST WITH HIS INVISIBLE 
FOG, MP. MYSTICS SHADOW 
DANCES WEIRDLY ON THE 
WALL AS HE FIGHTS: FURIOUSLY- 



SLASHING AND LUNGING THEY PARRY BACK AND 
FORTH. FINALLY MR.MYSTIC SLAMS ASIDE HIS 
FOES FLASHING BLADE AND DRIVES HIS OWN 
SWORD HOME. 




Mr. Mystic 
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MEANWHILE THE FIRST GHOST 
CARRIES ELENA TO HI5 PRINCE, 
DON JUAN DE LEON. . . 



YES, I GUESS 
IT DOES.' 



l ..> -:^ 



YSABEL 
FAINTED 
ON -THE 
WAV UP 
HEREf 




AT ONCE.' THE HAIRLINE 
DIVIDING HEP WORLD 
AND OURS IS SO EASILV 
CROSSED IT WILL BE A 
SIMPLE TASK.. I SHALL 
KILL HER MYSELF.' 




GOOD.'EVEN IF/T/SNOT 
YSABEL,! WILL CONSIDER 
YOUR DEBT TO ME FOR 
VOUR SI5TER"S RUNNING 
AWAY, PAID IN FULLrTHI5 
WENCH WILL 
MAKE JUST AS 
GOOD A WIFE. 
GOf 




SOON SHE WILL 
BE ONE OF US 
AND I SHALL BE 
FREE OF MY rp. 
OBLIGATION 
TO JUAN.' m 
HERE, GIVE ME 
A HAND/ 



STRIDING INTO THE ROOM 
MR MYSTIC SEES ELENA 
PUSHED OVER THE BALCONY 
HIGH ABOVE. . 




VV/W A LIGHTNING GESTURE WE 
ENVELOPS THE GIRL IN SMOKE. . 
A SECOND LATER, A BIRD 

ruEs our )rr _^ 



NOW TO SETTLE 

WITH THOSE 
FIENDS.'/^ 









EYES BURNING WITH FIERCE HATPEO, 
MR. MYSTIC RUSHES UP THE STAIRS, 
NIMBLY THPUSTING ASIDE fl 
SOLDIER'S LUNGE. 




Ask tho carrier salesman in your neighborhood fo deliver the Star Journal to your homo every Sunday 
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Mr. Mystic 




AS THE OLDEST GHOST DODDERSAT 
H1M,MR.MYSTIC RESORTS TO THE 
EFFECTIVE AMERICAN WAV. ..A SOLID 
LEFT HOOK TO THE JAW. . . 




VERY CLEVER, 
BUT THIS MUSKET 
WILL SETTLE 
YOU. r 




IN A FLASH MR. MYST/C GES- 
TURES WITH HIS SWORD, 
AND AN OIL LAMRCPASHES 
TO THE FLOOR, BURSTiNG 
INTO FLAMES. . 



INSTANTLY HUGE FLAMES 
ROAR UR TURNING THE 
CASTLE INTO AN 
INFERNO. 



quickly return' 
i ng to his real 
self.mrmystk: 
again becomes 

ONE. . 




THAT'S THE END OF 
OUR SPOOK FRIENDS, 
ELENA.' COME Or4r 



JUST AS HE QUITS THE BUILD- 
ING, THE ROOF CAVES IN AND 
THE WALL OF TH E CASTLE 
BEGINS TO CRUMBLE AND 
FALL. 




YOU'RE A VERY 
NICE BIRD.ELENA 

BUT I LIKE YOU 
BETTER AS 
YOURSELF.' I 

COMMAND 

YOU TO 

change: 




V 




